102  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
into the clouds. I saw suddenly in the
mind's eye an old man, erect and a little
gaunt, standing in the door of the tower,
while about him broke a windy light. He
was the poet who had at last, because he
had done so much for the word's sake,
come to share in the dignity of the saint.
He had hidden nothing of himself, but he
had taken care of " that dignity . . . the
perfection of form ... this lofty and
severe quality . . . this virtue." And
though he had but sought it for the word's
sake, or for a woman's praise, it had come
at last into his body and his mind. Cer-
tainly as he stood there he knew how from
behind that laborious mood, that pose,
that genius, no flower of himself but all
himself, looked out as from behind a mask
that other Who alone of all men, the
country-people say, is not a hair's breadth
more nor less than six feet high. He has
in his ears well-instructed voices and seem-
ing solid sights are before his eyes, and
not as we say of many a one, speaking
in metaphor, but as this were Delphi or
Eleusis, and the substance and the voice
come to him among his memories which
are of women's faces; for was it Colum-